SESTINA #3—VISIT FROM THE DOVE 
by Andrew “Change” Huang 


in the lush green meadow, the morning habit 

of a pale fog brushes by with the gentle wind 

and unveils the slight golden glow of the day. 

a boy gazes charily at a young, wild myrtle 

tree. when suddenly, a small dove approaches; 

her talons grip tightly around the bough. 

cluster of lilacs flutters at the tip of the boughs. 

mild morning, such as that, always has a habit 

of bringing a stinging chill with an approaching 

memory—mixes in with the fog and the wind. 
“Hello child, would you like to sit under the myrtle 
shade? Please, enjoy the solace of this doting day. 

the dove whistles with jubilance like the day, 

and the boy replies, eyes kept at the boughs. 
“I'm not sure. They looks a bit frail. A young myrtle 
tree, from how | remember, has an innate habit 
of breaking—stringy arms throb against the wind, 
the last time | approached.” 

he pulls away quickly, passing up the approach 

while some aghast lilacs brace for the gusty day; 

they are being chased by the climbing wind, 

before falling easily and wildly from the boughs. 

now, a scar on the arm reveals the boy's habit— 

his hesitation—each time he crosses a myrtle. 
“Child, no need to be startled by the young myrtle 
tree. She is waiting restlessly for your approach. 
Do not let finespun aged wounds sway your habit, 
else you will lose the glory of this golden day.” 
“But how?—” the boy says, still eyeing the boughs, 
“—look! They are shaking from the wind.” 

it is a simple breath; it is only a kissing wind— 

nothing more than just a shiver to the myrtle 

tree—that barely wobbles the delicate boughs. 
“Child, embrace the world with a fresh approach, 
and release the hold your heart has of that day— 
love with a new light, a new habit.” 

old petals fall to the wind as new ones approach— 

the boy has never forgotten the myrtle of that day, 

as he continues his habit of observing the boughs. 


